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AT THE  CALL OF DEATH
THE young king cried to his brother,
His foster brother Bhim, " This life is a play of shadows,
And our day but a waking dream. Dost thou love me, brother mine ? "
And Bhim held up his sword, " As this to me, so I to thee,
The loving slave of my lord.'*
The young king laughed with a sneer,
"Words are but idle breath, So wilt thou say to mine heir,
When I am cold in death* This world is a dance of shadows,
With fate as a mocking elf, Where love is a jest, &hd this the test,
That each loves only himself.
"Thou apest love for me,
And I as roundly swear That I love my brother Bhim
With a love beyond compare.